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	1. Chapter 1

The class groaned loudly, the sound echoing around the empty room. "Now, I know no one really wants to do this," the teacher explained, his thick Norwegian accent bleeding through. "But I promise you it'll be fun. Besides," he continued, "who doesn't like dragons?"

"I don't!" called a voice from the back of the room, causing most of the class to burst out in laughter. I rolled my eyes, taking out a blank sheet of paper from my backpack.

I was ready to be done with high school. Everyone here was immature and everyday I felt like walking out and never coming back. But, being the "goody two shoes" I am, I always stayed until the last bell rang and I did my work quietly and efficiently, unlike everyone else.

I'm Henry, and I have no friends. Literally, I have no one whom I would call a friend. When I'm not studying, I'm writing or playing video games. Yeah, I'm a nerd or geek or whatever it's called these days. Would I like to have some friends? Sure, who wouldn't? But isn't that what college is for? Making friends and becoming your own person?

Anyway, back to class. Our English teacher, Gobber, had given us an assignment that, personally, I was seriously looking forward to. We had to write a short story that, somehow, involved dragons. Sounds simple, right?

I know, Gobber is a weird name. The first day of class, he had told us to call him that. No one asked any questions, and that's what we've called him ever since. He was a burly man with stringy blond hair and a Viking beard. He was missing an arm and a leg. No one really knows how he lost them, because every time we ask he changes the story. I've heard he lost them in the war, they were mauled of by a raging lion, he donated them to science, everything.

Anyway, back to the assignment. I seemed to be the only person in this class with a creative bone in their body, because the rest of the class had trouble coming up with ideas, and when they did, their ideas were overused and bland.

A wad of paper hit me on the back of my head. I turned, looking for whomever had thrown it. Shrugging when I didn't find any obvious culprits, I bent down to retrieve the paper. I turned back around, unfurling the paper and setting it on my desk. I read over the paper, then read it again, because I couldn't believe what it said.

_Look, Hiccup. If you tell anyone about this, I'll kill you._

_I'm not a creative person, but you are. I need help on this project. I'll do __**anything**__ you want if you help me._

_Meet me behind the FFA barn after school._

_Astrid_


	2. Chapter 2

**Hey, guys! Wow, first of all, thank you so much for the amazing response to this story! I didn't think many people would like it, but y'all surprised me!**

**Second, I know you guys want me to update a lot. Thing is, I'm also working on writing an actual book, and this was just a fun thing I decided to write. But, I will update, but don't expect them to be regular, in frequency or length. Just stick with it, and I hope you like the second chapter!**

* * *

><p>Just my luck. As soon as the bell rang to dismiss school – <em>BOOM!<em> Thunderstorm. That's what you get for living in Texas, I guess: bipolar weather.

Shrugging, I walked around to the back of the school, where the FFA barn stood. I hurried under the tin roof, shaking water from my hair. I saw, to my left, a stack of haybales. So I sat and waited.

After three minutes of relative silence, I heard footsteps outside. Astrid jogged into the shelter, whipping her hood off aggressively. "Stupid rain," she muttered.

I scoffed. "Tell me about it." She jumped, turning to face me.

"Oh, it's just you," she said.

"Were you expecting someone else?" I asked sarcastically.

"Shut up," she shot back. "Are you here to help me or not?"

"Calm down; I'm here to help." I took out a pencil and paper. "Why do you want my help, anyway?"

"Why do you wanna know?" Astrid asked testily, pulling out her own supplies from the bag at her feet.

"No need to be so touchy," I said defensively. "Just an honest question. You don't have to tell me if you don't want to."

"No, no I'm sorry," she said, falling heavily on a nearby haybale. "I'm just stressing out; I didn't mean to take it out on you." Astrid put her head in her hands and sighed wearily.

I turned to face her. "You wanna talk about it?" I asked softly.

"No, I'm fine," she replied, her voice muffled by her hands. "Let's just work on the project, okay?"

"Yeah, that's fine," I said. Clearing my throat, I spun my pencil between my fingers. "So, where do we start?"

* * *

><p>I closed the front door behind me. Sighing, I dropped my backpack at the foot of the stairs. My mom always got onto me about it, but where else was I supposed to leave it? It was handy, and I never forgot anything.<p>

Speaking of my mother… "Hiccup? Is that you?" she called from somewhere in the house.

"Yeah, Mom. Who else would it be?" I replied, following the hall to her room. She sat on her side of the bed, laptop propped on her legs, glasses resting on the very tip of her nose.

"You're home later than usual." She turned to face me, pushing her glasses higher up on her pale face. "Everything okay?"

"Yeah, totally. Just had to help someone with an English thing."

"And by help do you mean 'I did it for them because I didn't want to get beat up'?"

I rolled my eyes. "That only happened one time, Mom."

"So?"

"So, it won't happen again. I'll make sure of it."

"Good," she replied. "No one messes with Valka's little Hiccup, right?"

I gave her a thumbs up in reply. "Well, I'm gonna go do my homework, so I'll see ya when I see ya."

She hummed, already back to her computer. I shook my head, a smile of my face. Good ol' Mom, always online and trying to be caught up with all the new tech.

Walking up to my room, I didn't see the black form crouching at the top of the stairs until it was too late. I screamed, falling down onto the carpeted floor, pinned below my attacker. It snarled in my face.

I laughed, pushing the large black snout from my face. "Get off me, ya big dummy!" The dog barked, licking my face repeatedly. "Toothless!" I groaned. "Seriously, bud, get off."

Toothless whined, getting off me and sitting by my hip instead. I sat up, wiping he doggy drool from my face. Smirking, I wiped my hand on his coat. He barked, rolling onto his back and writhing on the floor. I chuckled, shaking my head at his antics.

Toothless was my dog. We rescued him five years ago, and ever since then he's always been my best friend. He was a black pitbull, and he had a unique personality, which was one of the many reasons we decided to keep him.

I scratched him behind his ears, standing up as I did so. I walked to my room and sat at my desk. I plugged in my phone and opened the lid of my laptop. Deciding to go ahead and finish my English project, I opened up a Word document.

Ever since I was a kid, I loved to read. In middle school, I decided to try my hand at writing fiction. And it was good, for a seventh grader. I kept writing, and eventually I got to where I am now. I'm not perfect, but I like to think I'm pretty good, at least better then I was in seventh grade. So, now I just needed an idea, which was the hardest part for me.

I felt something nudge my leg. Toothless rested his large, coal-black head on my thigh, looking up at me with his bright green eyes. He whined pleadingly, lifting a paw up to join his head on my leg. "I know, bud, but I gotta finish this up first. I promise we'll play later."

He barked in response, jumping on my bed and curling into a ball. His sad eyes stared back at me. He whined pitifully.

"Are you pouting?" I asked. He whined again, burying his face in his paws. I shook my head. "You're such a baby," I said, chuckling.

I turned back to my laptop, resting my fingers on the keys. Then I began to write.


	3. Chapter 3

**Guys! Y'all amaze me with your response to this story! I decided to get yall the next chapter early: it's pretty short, but I hope y'all like it!**

**And for the guest reviewer who asked: yes, Henry is Hiccup. And to midnightsky0612: you'll just have to wait and see...**

* * *

><p>My phone chimed loudly, startling both Toothless and me. I picked up my phone; the text was from an unknown number. Curious, I opened up the message. <em>Hey, Hiccup. It's Astrid.<em>

Mildly surprised, I typed out my reply. _Hey, Astrid! What's up?_

_Listen, I wrote a little of my story, and I was wondering if you could read it over for me?_

_Sure! How much do you have?_

_You'll see…_ came her cryptic reply. Soon after, I received two pictures from her.

I read her story over, and I had to admit: it was pretty good. And Astrid says she isn't creative? Something wasn't right here.

I hummed softly, thinking on how to approach this. Astrid was an aggressive person, always had been. So I couldn't just tell her she was lying. That would definitely end with my face getting punched. I had to come at this from the side. But how?

Toothless barked, drawing my attention. "What is it, bud?" He barked again, jumping down from my bed and walking to the door. He stopped, turning to me and barking again. "You wanna play?" I asked. He shook his body, lowering his upper body in the universal "play with me" pose.

I turned back to my laptop, checking to see how much I had written. I had a few pages written, so I could afford to take a break. "Okay, bud. Let's go to the park. How does that sound?"

Toothless barked happily, spinning in a circle. He scratched at the door repeatedly. I laughed. "Okay, bud. Calm down; we'll get there soon enough." I opened the door, and Toothless sprinted down the stairs and sat at the front door. Chuckling, I shook my head and went to grab his leash. I clipped the leash onto his collar, opened the door, and off we went.

As we walked, I thought about Astrid's story. It was the story of a little girl, whose uncle had been killed by a dragon. It was a spot of shame for the family, and the girl had to fight to earn the respect of her peers. It was creative, it was well written, and it was exciting. But how could I tell her that, when she doesn't even believe it herself?

Toothless growled, which caused me to snap back to reality. A few feet in front of him stood a yellow lab puppy, its head cocked to the side, almost like a bird. "Stormfly!" called a familiar voice. "Come here, girl!" The puppy sat down, its tongue falling out of its mouth. Astrid jogged up, slightly out of breath. "I'm so sorry, sir. I just got her a few weeks ago, and-"

"Astrid!" I called, interrupting her apology. She blinked, looking up at me. "It's fine, don't worry about it."

"Hiccup?" She stood, holding the puppy, who I assumed was Stormfly, in her arms.

"The one and only," I replied. Realizing Toothless was still growling, I yanked on his leash slightly. "Calm down, bud. They're okay." He stopped growling, but still stood defensively in front of me.

"Who's this?" Astrid asked, reaching her hand down to let Toothless sniff it.

"This is Toothless; I've had him for five years now." Toothless, after sniffing Astrid's hand, licked her fingertips and barked happily. Astrid smiled, scratching his head. "And who's your little friend?" I asked, gesturing to the puppy who was dozing off in her arms.

"Oh, right! This is Stormfly," she said proudly. "I adopted her a few weeks ago, and I'm trying to train her." She gestured to the house we were standing in front of. "I was training her in the front yard, and she saw Toothless here and got excited, I guess."

I chuckled. "Trust me, I know how hard it can be to train a puppy. You've done a good job so far, at least from what I can tell."

Astrid blushed lightly. "Thanks, I guess."

Toothless nudged my leg, whining slightly. "Well, I've gotta go," I said, gesturing to Toothless. "He's getting a bit impatient." I paused, an idea forming in my mind. "Wanna come with us?"

Astrid stammered, looking from me to her house. "You know, I would love to, but I have some stuff I have to do, so…"

I nodded. "I get it, don't worry. Maybe next time?" I asked.

She nodded. "Yeah, maybe." Suddenly, she took off up to her house, her blonde braid streaming behind her.

_Huh, weird_ I thought. Shrugging it off, I began to continue my walk to the park, Toothless dragging me behind him.

While Toothless frolicked in the park, I couldn't get Astrid's odd behavior out of my mind. Something was going on here, and I was determined to find out.


End file.
